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Defying the Spin of the Wheel
Jonathan Hart

create some type of character, a
protagonist-in this case, my version of a hero. His
name will be James because I wrote a poem about a fictional
character by the same name:

I

'LL START BY TRYING TO

James
Was of a d ifferent kindAnd it was a doldrum
A holdrum kind .
Rolled by a professional.
Rolled by an innocent child.
And the property of Anyone,
Of everyone concerned.
The needs of James
Were mer in a different way;
And it was horrific,
And it was sad.
So at the end of every
Session or Day,
James was content with
The Ambiguity of Structure.
The poem seems to fit rhe mood of this new James.
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I'd have tried a female for our main character, but I'm not
one-a female or a character, and I'm afraid I'll lose some of that
"realistic" element I'm looking for. So that's all I can say. James
might say, "Sorry ladies!" but that's not my sryle, so, as things stand,
that's all I'll say.
I'm not quite sure how to paint a picture of James. Based on the
poem, it would be easy to say he has seedy, shifty eyes, dark greasy
hair, a thin, fuzzy mustache, dirty clothes, a job at McDonald's as a
cook, a young wiry body. Well, I guess I could just as easily make him
fat. In any case, the point is that he is not like that. He's actually a
very pleasant person to be with. He's a bit odd, but extremely likable.
And striking. He's a beautiful boy of twenty-one. Or a "beautiful
twenty-one of a boy." He doesn't have a lot of money, but he dresses
stylish ly. Fortunately, trends have allowed thrift stores on the catwalk, and James knows where to shop. He listens to alternative bur
eventually likes good, "danceable" country music. But for
that to happen, his friends will have to continually coax
"HE'S FALLING
him into going to the club. Julia, the girl he ends up
marrying, will finally be the one to talk him into "hitting
DOWN AND . . .
the dance floor." The slow, sure path to modern country
music is an entirely different story.
It can happen with any boy or girl raised in any part
No! HE JUST
of the United States. (It is my understanding that this also
happens with Latin music in the Latino social circles.) I
think
most people start when they're in college, or first
SMASHED HIS
move away from home. At least that's been my experience.
My mom would call it that I'm-free-from-what-everyonePOOR HEAD ON
thought-I-was-in-high-school-and-my-parents-have-noidea-what-I'm-up-to-anyway stage. In high school only
THE SIDEWALK."
hicks line dance. But on country music night at clubs
across the continent, a strange array of experimenting
young adults gather and find some comfort in the ease
and fun. At first, they don't like the music. Then they don't like the
music but they like the dancing. Then they find themselves programming two to three country stations on their car stereo because it
"reminds them of good times." Then, as far as I'm concerned, it's all
over.
Three years after James goes country dancing, he'll be at the
hospital with Julia and their first baby girl. James will think about a
love song that twanged. He will have written it for Julia and think
how right he was to sing about "beautiful babies."
When James was eighteen, he bought a guitar and jammed with
his friend Hal. When he went to college, James saw a local, all-girl
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punk band and decided to ask the drummer to play with them. Their
group was called Char-Lee Murkk, a deliberate misspelling of the
college's student body president. It sounded funny, and they played a
few gigs on the local scene.
James sang-at first like some British punk, but later he dropped the
accent to join the Mormon Church, cut his hair, and proselyted in
Hong Kong.
Back to the hospital, Julia, and the baby girl, Bathsheba ... No,
I'll go back to age twenty-one, fresh off preaching in Hong Kong.
Beautiful boy. This is where I'll show you the action. In fact, everything after age twenty-one is more or less speculation.
At first, I considered having the story cake place in Anywhere,
U.S.A. But it doesn't. James grows up in Minnesota, goes on a
Mormon mission, and comes back to finish his schooling in Provo,
Utah, at Brigham Young University. That is where we are now. After
chis, we can't do much more than assume that he and Julia move
back to Minnesota, raise their six children (whose ages will eventually
span years seven to nineteen): Bathsheba, Hannibal, Jezebel,
Samantha, Max, and Dasha.
So James in Provo works at the school library, where he stocks
books. Or rather, he pretends to stock books. Work has become a
game for him-a challenge to kill the monotonous four-hour shifts
without ever finishing up. Admittedly, James is a bit lazy, but the
reasons he works slow run a little bit deeper than that. Well, maybe
"deeper" isn't the word. The reasons are different. I'm sorry-I've
spent all chis time working you up to the REASONS. Now I'm
realizing chat the answer won 't satisfy chat craving, chat curiosity
every reader should have to figure out a mystery. So we'll stop there.
le just doesn't make a difference one way or the other.
Anyway, I'll get on with the real story. James today is walking to
work to shelve books. James is walking to work as you read. No, now
he's slipping on some ice. My! He's falling down and ... No! He just
smashed his poor head on the sidewalk ...
I had to wait three hours to get back to this. I'll spare the boring
stuff and get to the point. We are all witnesses of James on his
deathbed and of the bleeding from his head that doesn't stop. His
weak pulse. His eyes-actually, I don't know how to describe a dying
man's eyes. In fact, I only saw someone die once-well, it was two
people. It was terrible, and it affected me.
What happened was that I was walking down the street i_n Saint
Petersburg, Russia. Drunk people. I couldn't believe the alcoholism .
Oh ... so I'm walking down Sedova in the Nevsky District and
chis huge hauling truck, commandeered by a drunk man at midday,
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drives off the road in a busy city district. He drives off and nails two
pedestrians-right in front of my eyes-two females .
Unfortunately (from a writer's perspective), my one experience
with death happened in the wintertime and these two dead women
were bundled against the cold. I saw death without the details . Two
twisted bodies- like rolled up towels and red coming out. Their
heads were covered with Russian scarfs ... So why have James slip
and hit his head? Well, I wanted James to die. I know I'm stretching,
but I hope you'll make some emotional investment and mourn with
James's loved ones.
While we were talking about Russia, James died. I'm sorry I
didn't mention it. I mean, I'm mentioning it now ...
I guess there's no point in going forward to the future or wondering about what happens to James. I like James, but there's no
more story. There won ' t be a Bathsheba. I wanted her to grow up
and become my first three-dimensional female character in this story.
I liked her-especially as a baby-and when she was five.
Because I'm the driver, I' Li explore the "what if ... " theme a little
more. Before we begin though, I need you to (1) remember that
James is still dead, so this is not really happening, and (2) realize that
by continuing this story we'll be involving a lot of characters that will
be affected by the future actions of James-in short, actio ns by a
man who even in this fiction is dead.
Bathsheba, by the age of eighteen, will be openly hostile with
Julia and James because of her name. "Bath" and "S heba" are both
hideous sounding nicknames. "Bathsheba" is too long and has biblical connotations.
James will be a good father all the same. He will help Bathsheba
all the time with her problems, interview all her dates before they
leave for the night, read scriptures with her, drive her to school. H e
will care about his children.
He will stay in school. In fact, James will actually attend lectures
by Derrida, get a Ph.D. in American Studies at Irvine, and eventually
teach. Line dancing with Julia in the early days will spur what will
become a lifelong interest- the American Cowboy. He'll write his
first textbook with another professor in Texas. It'll be on the deconstruction of Johnny Cash, based on a series oflectures and published
articles.
Bathsheba will grow up in an academic environment. She'll
have a scientific mind. Much like Julia, a botanist. Bathsheba won't
cope well with her childhood. She'll feel unloved outside her family.
She'll spend a lot of time at home with Max and Dasha. Bathsheba's
best friend will be Laura, an emotional wreck, a second cousin that'll
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live pretty close to her. They'll watch a lot of musicals and Laura will
know all the words. Bathsheba will struggle being around sensitive
people like Laura, but she' ll feel there's something to learn by loving
people like that.
We'll have this pare of the story rake place outside of Boston,
Massachusetts, where they have ice rain.
We've already discussed our main players. We still need to work
on the plot, though.
One English professor put it this way: If you state things without a consequential series of events, you've got no plot. "The king
died and the queen died." No plot. On the other hand, you can
write, "The king died, and the queen in her grief over the death of
the king, also died." Cause and effect. That's a story.
We've decided to put some more death in the text.
Bathsheba will graduate one summer and then she' ll be in her
first quarter of school. She'll have a research paper to do and so go up
to campus with James to visit the library. She' ll be an agronomy
major and she'll be really interested in the therapeutic effect of gardening in prisons. She'll try to fuse passion and science in her life.
Agronomy will seem to offer the balance.
But the use of a freak rainstorm in New England will provide us
an entirely different story. James will have the worst time staying
awake while he drives. Bathsheba will be afraid of machinery and,
consequently, never get a license. We know where this is going.
James, a bit clumsy, will slip and gash his head open on the sidewalk.
This will happen late in the evening, so the trembling Bathsheba,
scared and out of options, will drag her unconscious father to the
Chevy and try to cover up the blood. She'll get in the driver's seat
and try to start the car. She'll panic. The bleeding won ' t stop.
Bathsheba will see his eyes roll back into his head. Afraid to drive,
she will say a prayer and run for one of those emergency phones.
She'll run, slipping and sliding all the way ...
All this reminds me of the time I was jogging outside my home
in Alaska. Carrie, my wife, had just pulled out of the driveway. I
hadn ' t been outside more than five seconds when I hear this loud
screech around the corner. I panicked and ran over. Well, thank
goodness my wife was safe. In fact, I barely caught a glimpse of her
car turning onto the country road. My initial reaction was relief, but
then I saw the five-year-old sprawled on the asphalt. I was so stunned
that it took me a minute to even think to check and see if the boy
was okay. But it was all over. Not the blood. Well, it was there, but
that's not what I meant.
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